Pc'emt* 

T hefe blenches^gavc my heart anot her youth j 
A nd worfc affaics prou’d thee my bed of love. 

Now all is done, have what (hall have no end> 

Mine appetite I never more will grinde 
On newer proofe^to trie an older friend » 

A'Godin love>to whom I am conBnM. 

Then give me welcome, next my heaven the bed. 
Even to thy pure and moft mod loving bred. 


cmplaint. 



^Fortny fake doe you wifli fortune ckide. 

^^Thc guilticgoddeffe of my harmelcffe decds^ 
That did not better for my life provide. 

Then publick meanes which publickc manners breeds. 
Thence comes it that my name receives a brand. 

And almoft thence my nature is fubduM 
To what it workes in .like the layers band, 

Pitty me rhen,and wilh I were renu de, 

Whildlike a willihg patient I will drinkc. 

Potions of Eyfell gaind my drong infedion. 

No bitterneffe that I will bitter thinkc, 

I4or double pcnnancc to correft correftioh, 

Pittic me then dearc friend, and I affure yce^ 

Even that your pfetie is enough to cure me. 

Your love and pittie dbth th’impreffiSn fill. 

Which vulgar fcandall dampt upon my brow, 
por what car cl who calls me v’vell or ilh 
So you ore-grecae my bad^my good alow ? 


William Shakespean 


Vdems] 

Youaremy All thcworId,andI mud drive, 
Toknowmy ihames andprayfes from your tongue, 
jJoneelfe to me, nor I to none alive, 

Xhatmy deefd fence or changes right or wrong, 

In fo profound A hifm I throw all care 
Of others royces,tl at my Adder* fence, 

Tocryifick and to flatterer flopped arc : 

Marke how with ray neglcd I doc difpence. 

You arc fo ftrongly in my purpofe bred, 

That all the world bdidesme thinks s y’aredead. 


I 


SelfeJlAtterj of her hedutie, 

Hnce I left you, mine eye is in nayminde, 

•^And that which governes me to goc about. 

Doth part hisfunftion,and is partly blind, 
Scefliesfecihgjbuteftedually isouc; 

For it no forme delivers to the heart 

Of birds, or flower ,or (hape which it doth lack. 

Of his quick objeds hath, the mind no part. 

Nor his owne viflon houlds what it doth catch ? 

For if it feethe rud'd or gentled fight. 

The moft fweet favour or deformedd creature, • 
Ihemountainejor thefea,thc day, or night ; 

The Crow, or Dove, it fliapes them to your featui^i 
Incapable of more repleat, with you, 

My mod true minde thus maket h mine unfrue. 

Or whethcr doth my minde being crown’d with you 
Drinkc up the monarchs plague this flattery f 

£4 


